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By HAMILTON PELTZ.

HERE are the hotels otm?
\\[ The Buckingham, the Holland
House, the Knlekerbocker and now
e Manhattan have been marked for the
wrap heap  Within a few months each will
ne toseed Into the discard of those Gotham
nstitutions that were but are not.
rhere 1v o grievous mortality rate, it
womn, nmong New York hotels. The Inas-
vabin steel skyscraper of commerce ever is
speking {te prey, and it will not ba denisd
In {ta relentlloss sweep northward
3 movement already centuries old {n the
magic story of Manhattan's Titan growth
trom  adolescence to manhood—obliterates,
me after another, landmayks revered by an
earller decade. It razea them ruthlessly and
rears [n thelr places mightler structures,
more costly and more amazing commerclal
palaces. These in turn become rubblsh un-
Jar the scythe of the reaper Lo make room
loftler monumentﬁ +to  Mammon.
Fvery acre of Manhattan soil and rock Is
more preclous than the gold of Ophir. 8o
rudines= must rear Its Insolent head ever
nigher above mother earth If the tax collec-
to be appeasad and if real estate and
palted steel and masonry are to yvicld a falr
increment to Investment.

Homes That Have Passed.
The Buckingham, primly
bullt In the Centennial vear. garnished in
Vietortan elegance of gllded cornices and
red hrcade, has rounded out more than four
decades of esminent respectabllity, The Hol-
land House had some thirty years of aub-
stantial prosperity to Its credit before {1 suc-
imhed Inst January to the commercial In-
aslon, The Manhattan, though no longer
voung, was yet virlle and handsome, One of
the Bowman chain of hotels, it has catered
cessfully to an alement that eraved an
irmmosphere of dlgnity and qulet.
Fifteen vears will cover the career of the
inickerhocker—a short lifs but a merry
s otel When it opened [ts doors It wns re-
carded as New York's last word in pre-
temtious luxury and lavish elegance. Larger,
rwer, more splendid than the Manhattan,
seemned for the Knlokerbocker a far ory
the housewrecker. But the edict I re-
rded  Any New TYorker, and thousands
il from other ports, may bs pardoned
. and a non-alcoholle tear ax he con-
tunplates the passing of “JIm" Regan'a
Forty-second Street Country Club,” even
wugh Mr Volstend long ago robbed of Its
lge the humor and jollity of Maxfleld Par-
sh'a mural Old King Cole, that merry mon-
h who presided over more than a decads
{ eonvivinl, not to say bibulous, clinking of
Snssware In the bright Knlckerbocker bar.
Arid yet what Is happening to the Knlck-
*hocHer and the Manhattan (s what had
«urlier to a score of their beloved
Neither will be more sincerely
mournid than were the Fifth Avenue Hotel,
the Hoffmun House, Sherry's, the Grand
‘nion. nor, in an earller day, the Morton
fouse, the old Astor, the Clarendon, the
Sinclair, Metropolitan, Stevens House and
many olthays
Hotels, Itk men, are mortal. In the de-
miss of some of them one likea to think that,
k¢ men, they, too, have souls—an “aura”
i' leant, that survives the process of physi-
cal disintegrntion. However that may be,
‘nelr characters and thelr fates are as di-
#ree w8 those of other mortala, Bome, like
the Knickerbocker, almost before they have
M time to sow their wild oats, are cut
wn In their beautiful youth, vietims of a
siremuoiis pAce in A commercial age too in-
sistent for them to withstand. Some, llke
ed men of business, are elilminated by the
sapping  forges of competitive rivalry.
senlle octogenarians llke the old
Astor House, outlive all thelr pristine
vhurme.  They are rick only In memories;
tut the Reaper passes them by year after
year, or perhaps disfigures and eripples
hem and |leaves a stricken remnant, &8s a
fragment of the old Astor has been left, a
doddering, unsightly relie of the past, “sans
ovee. suns teeth, sans everything."

The Old’' Astor House.

The old Astor Houss was a marvel of
iongevity, Ewven before it gave up the ghost
a hote] and suffersd the indignity of
lsetion 1t had survived longer than the
three scorp years and ten of man's Biblical
alntment. Then, one day, along camas
Futher Knlekerbocker himse, He was
dleging some rapid transit burrows and he
reedad elbow room. So, in the vernacular
«f the room clerk addressing the undesir.
gurst, he sald to the old Astor: “We
prafey your reom to your company, old
chap: plense get out quietly,” And the
«otogenarian ealled for his reckoning, tipped
the parter, surrendered his key and checksd

Fand memories 1le buriad all along Broad-
"ame, lot us stroil together up the
uretent  thoroughfare and through the

wer Fifth avenme, and lot ns note where
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Time has lald a heavy hand
Fostelries of yesteryear.

Shall we start at the Battery? Very well;
even before we direct our course up Hroad-
wiy an anclent brick facade, now in process
of reconstruction Into stores and offices,
looms due east-nor'east. It fronts the ap-
proachea to the Bouth Ferry from the corner
of Whitehall and South streets, Before its
dismantled doors and gaping window frames
pilea of masonry, litter of brick and mortar
ond venerable timbers that were Imported
from South America cumber the curb, They
are part of the mortal remains of what for
nearly a century was known as the Eastern
Hotel—or for a portion of that period aa the
Great BEastern, In honor of the vast and
fftile steamahip of that name that was too
ambitiously big before her time.

A Haunt of Many Celebrities.

The hotel, which dates back to 1821 was
known originally as the Eagle. It was fre-
auented habitually by Commaedore Vander-
tilt, founder of that family's fortunes, when
he became interested In the project pf
ferrying part of New York's growing popu-
lace between Manhattan and Staten Island,
Fven in much later years, when ferry com-
panies had not yot begun to cater so oblig-
Ingly to the night life of the city and the
lnst boat for the lsland left the Hattery at
half past ten, many a belated young man
rbout town., who In celebrating not wisely
but too well had missed the boat, found a
welcoms haven for a bed and a “nightoap”
In the convenient and hospitable Eastern
Hotel.

Its floors have resounded to the tresd of
Robert Fulton, Daniel Webster and P. T,
Barnum, [t= walls have echoed to the liquld
notea of Jenny Lind, “the Bwedlsh nightin-
gnle,” who lodged there while flling her en-
gagement unier the management of Barnum
in Castle Oarden. Omne of the traditions is
that the great showman, who may have be-
lleved that "the public lkes to be hum.
bugzed,” but who *was too crafty to et it
sea Itself humbugged transparently, used to
store In the Great Eastern's basement his
celebrated Cardiff Glant when that monstros-
ity (deftly oconstructed of cement) was not
actually on exhibition, In Ita later years the
Eastern had become a resort for seafaring
men and ferry hands It was hard hit by
prohibition, and many say It stranded “on
the bar.”

Starting up Broadway, a chasm yawns on
the west glde, where deep foundations are
being lald and huge steel girders are belng
swung aloft for what Is to be the new bufld-
ing of the Cunard Steamship Company
(Ltd.), The hole In the ground directly be-
neath what usad to be 27 Broadway Is the
gite of the old Htevens House, which, before
the Astor House was erectad by John Jacob
Astor, was rated as perhaps the best hotel
in the city. The structure was older even
than the Eastern. It waa buflt in 1812, and
during much of Its career was contemporary
with the famous City Hotel. The elder Del-
monico began his New York cullnary tri-
umpha In the Stevens and remained there
until 1863, when he moved further up town
and conducted one of the most famous tav-
erns of his time, '

Famed for Beef Soup and Mixed Drinks.

The Btevens was particnlarly celebrated
for its English beef soup and for the cor-
dials ‘and mixed drinks that made ita bar an
aver popular resort for more than half a
century. Aaron Burr (s sald to have main-
tained an apartment in the astablishment
from the time he shot and killed Alexander
Hamilton in the duel on Weehawken Helghts
untfl hia death. In later years It was fre-
quently the New Terk stopping place of
Booker Washington. Willlam Sulzer, one-
time Governor of the Btate, lived there be-
fore his marriage.

The Stevens House was a notabls land-
mark during the sarty period of the metrop-
olis, when the fashlonable life of the city
centred about Bowling Green and when
Bond street was the -“uptown” citadel of
the aristocracy. During its old age it had
fallen sadly from Ita once high estate and
had become a resort too often for “sure
thing men,” who lured to its bar credulous
newly arrived immigrants and fleeced them
of thelr savinge.

gtill keeping to the West Bide, on past
old Trinity Church, bstween Thamea and
Liberty streets we again tread historie
ground. No. 115 Broadway, which is the
handsome steel and stone bullding of the
United States Realty Company, stands upon
the nite of the old City Hotel. It was the
first structure In the oity to be roofed with
alate. Btephen Jenkins, in his book. “The
Greatest Street in the World"” says:

“Untll the opening of the Astor House in
1586 the City Hotel was the most famous
in the cfty, and it 4id not lose ita prestige
entirely until 1850, when it was torn down
and replaced by a block of mtores. The
hotel was famous not only for ita excellent
fare and service but more especially for the
banquets that were held there and for the
distinguished men who wers entertained.

*During the war of 1811, on the 26th day
of December of that year a great banquet,
at which 500 gentiemen sat down, was given
to the viectorlous naval commanders,
Decatur, Hull and Jones. On May 30, 1832,
upon Washington Irving’s metom from
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City’s Famous Hotels

Now Part of History

Passing of the Knickerbocker and Others
Recalls Wealth of Traditions Left by
Hostelries Razed Long Ago
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there

abroad. he was tendersd 4 banguet
with Phillp Hone in the chale, On Febru-
ary 18, 1842, during the first vigit of Charles
Dickens to this country, he was entertained
at dinner |n the City Hotel with Washing-
ton Irving in the chair as toastmaster.”
The City Hotel was conducted by Willard
& Jernings, It stood on the slte of the old
Fitlenne De Lancey mansion, and its immedi-
ate predecessora on the anme historie ground
were known as the Provinee Arms, and then
as Burns's Coffee House, the [nttef some-
times aleo deslgnated as the City Arms
Burna's was the headquarters of the famous
Sons of Liberty, sworn enemies of the Ames-
lcan Tories. The Sons frequently hell thelr
mestings in that tavern during the troub-
jons times Immediately preceding the Amer-
fcan Revolution. It wns there thesa patriols
met In 1765 to take measures to nullify the
operations of the obnoxious Btamp act, Dur-
ing the British occupation of New York, in
1777, a duel to the death was fought with
swords In the garden of the hostelry between
Capt. Tollsmache of the Roval British Navy
and Capt. Pennlngion of the Cold Stream
Guards. The body of Capt. Tollemache, who
was killed, wis buried In Trinity churchyard

The Old United States Hotel

Making a slight digression from Broad-
way at Fulton street, we come, between
Prarl and Water strects. upon the site of
the old United States Hotel, which was de-
molished In 1902 It was another of the
ancient survivais. Louls Napoleon, when
he was saving himself from starvation by
teaching languages in New York, made his
home there. Lincoln and Seward in civil
war days occupied {ts rooms more than
once. In the more recent yeara the United
Btates, because of Ita jocatinn, was patron-
Izad extensively by Fulton Market men
and dealera In the fish trade. Tts popular-
ity, even in comparatively modern timea,
was attested by the fact that an extension
bullt directly from the elevated raflroad
station platform led Into the hotel office,
an expedient which was a sort of prototype
of the present underground passages com-
necting many of the great hotels with the
subways,

Returning from our little detour and re-
suming the pilgrimage up Broadway. the
immortal Astor House site, on the woest side
between Vesey and Barclay streets, halls na
One feels here llke exclaiming, “Put off thy
gshoes from off thy feet, for the ground
whereon thou standest s holy ground!™
Nothing material remains of the famous
adifice except the miserable amputated frag-
ment of its northernmosat half, its diseolored
granite blocks plastered sacrileglonsly with
placards shouting bargains in clothing. The
grand old central portal Is no more. Thia
poor dismembered relle of the past s not
the Astor House. The Astor House s dead,
bt ita soul goes marching on!

Visualizing the Past.

It you would resurrect the wondrous house
of other days close your eyes and visualize
the past. The men who used that portal
and trod the curving marble steps winding
up to the office floor Included Andrew Jack-
son, *Sam” Houston, Danlel Webster, Hanry
Clay, Abraham TLincoln, Nathanlel Haw-
throne, Charles Dickens, Gen. Winfleld
Bcott, Edgar Allan Poe and Macready the
actor. Rache], Jennie Lind and many other
famous women had been the Astors' guests,
From the period of tha civll war down to
that of President Taft every President of
the Unitad States had either slept or dined
there at least once. At po other place in the
city prodably had so many pageants started.

In no other had so many imMportant cam-
palgns, political, financial and commercial,
heon planned and prosecuted, unless in |ater
years In the Fifth Avenue Hotel,

Thurlow Weed, who was the pioneer politl-
eul hoss of the Empire State, had his politl-
cal headquarters in the Astor House for
yemrs. There he met his henchmen In coun-
eil; there he dictated the politica of his
party and hand plcked its candidates for
office, much as Thomas Colller Platt aid
Inter from the old plush covered bench In
the Fifth Avenue Amen Corner.

From that solid old granits facade of the
Astor Louls Kossuth looked out upon the
throng acclaiming him as he made his adisu
tn America and [tsa people. From those
Hrondway windows the late King Edward
VIT,, when he was the young Frince of
Wales, a curly halred youth, In 1860, smiled
ypon the muititude and bowed to ita cheers,
And so 4id the Grand Duke Alexis later. On
the steps leading from office floor to corri-
dor and street Walt Whitman, “the good,
gray poet” used to “loaf and Invite his
poul,” as he eyed the virile throng, noted the
Brondway buses trundling past and steeped
Fla dreamy Imagination In all the vivid life
of the young metropolis. And In one of the
rooma In the northeastern corner—the sev-
ered part of the hotel, which is yet stand-
Ing— Poe, apostle of & more sombre achool,
b:poded and nursed his weird dreams, There
he Is =ald to have planned his story of
Marle Roget, which was hased upon the
tiagedy of n New York girl named Mary
Romers.

Opened in 1836.

The Astor House was opened In 1886, upon
property on which had stood the residence
o John Jacob Astor, and those of two of
Fls nelghbors, whom Mr, Astor bought out
at lberal terms. The purchase wns made
in 1830, but the hotel, constructed in the
most substantial manner throughout, re-
quired severnl years to finish. When It
opened its ofMice register and its wonderful
restaurant to the publie it was regarded as
the marvel of the age. Its rooms and equip-
ment wers the acme of elegance. Its In-
terfor quadrangle, known to & later gener-
ation solely as the rotunda restaurant and
lunch room, was lald out originally as an
sttractive garden, with a fountain playing
i its centre.

The Astor Houss was an expensive estab-
lishment, but the high rollers used to think
Ir was "worth It.” According to indisputable
record, in 1849, it cost §2 a day to live there
in a first clnss room on the American plan—
that Is, with the thries a day privilege of
selecting food from what was then the chole-
«st and most varied menu in America—§2 a
day for only that! And when they went to
the Astor House they thought they were
“plunging”: they wrote the home folks
about it! Alas! Tempora wmutanfur ef
mutamur in illia!

In 1836, whon the house was opensd, the
New York Mirror spoke of it In the super-
lative degree as “the most commanding edi-
fico ever reared in America except the Capi-
ml at Washington."” On November 26, 1840,
n wonderful banquet was given there to the
Prince de Joinville, and in 1844 occurred the
first of the soclally celebrated Bachelors’
Balls, which was long remembered for its
brillancy.

In Inter years the quadrangle garden was
roofed over, partly with glass, and the re-
sult was the establishment of one of the
most celebrated of New York restaurants
and lunéh rooms in “The Rotunda™ During
the luncheon hours the place always was
thronged by eager patrona from downtown
husiness offices. The arrangement in the
rotunda was unique. Food was served from

stearmn heated receptacies at a large number

ROPOLITAN HOTEL
NIBLO'S GARDEN

nf separate counters. Roasts and vegetablos
wore Installed at one.  From another “Tom"
served deliclous oyatars freshly opensd
From & third arose the pleasing effluvia of
chicken patea, and—oh, the joys of mem-
ory—you could buy two of them, large and
julty and smothered In pures of chicken, for
only 35 cents! They were a perfectly ade-
quate lunch. There was no “cover charge,”
no extra price for bread and butter. In the
votunda lunch room patrons seated them-
selves upon high stools while being served.
Such was the popularity of the culsine that
during the rush hours it was not uncom-
mon to see lines standing three deep behind
the rows of stools, patiently or Impatiently,
awaliting thelr turn,

The Astor House olosed Iits room reglster
and its blg front doors to guests on May 20,
1913. There =waa the usual “wake” in the
course of which nearly everything conven-
fently portable wans carried Away as a sou-
venir by old time habitues of the place.
Clerks, porters, chumbermilds and walters
who had done duty for the house for half a
Iifetime Wept as they went out reluctantly
inta & cold world, a world that knew them
not save as cogs In the Astor House vrrheﬂ.

Other Old Timers.

At the northeast corner of Grand street
stood the Broadway Hotel Another of the
old timers, It was erected by Abraham Davis
earller than 1510, It was the political head-
quarters of the Whigs when that parfy was
formed, and there the returns of the elec-
tions used to be recelved. After the election
of 1844 the hotel lost prestige and declined In
popularity.

Coming to Prince street. we find on the
northeast corner an office building which is
ofi the site of the old Metropolitan Hotel
It, too, was a famous Instifution In {ts day,
not mlone for its own intrinsic merits but
also for the fact that Niblo's Garden and
Theatre were essentially a part of 1t.  All
the many dramatic triumphs scored there—
and among them perhaps not the least was
the original production of that one time
startling spectacie, “The Black Crook™-—wers
legitimately part and parcel of the glories
of the old Metropolitan. The original place
of amusement that stood on this site wns
known as the Columbla Gardens, James
Fanlmore Cooper hud !lved upon the same
spot. '

The Metropolitan Hotel and Niblo's were
bullt in 1852 and opened on September 1 of
that year with & splendid banquet, at which
were Senator Stephen A, Douglas and many
other distinguished men. The hotel, which
wns under the management of the Leland
brothers, was esteemed one of the fnest
bulldings of its kind in the country. I the
exuberance of his desoriptive enthusinsm
one of the newspaper writers of the day
wrote: “It makes one think of the palaces
of the Arnbian Nighta” The property.
which had become part of the A. T. Stewart
estate, was sold In 1804, hotel and theatre
allke giving way before the Incursion of
business,

Almo#t opposite the Metropolitan stood the
8t. Nicholas Hotel, another place of enter-
talnment, which played no Inconsiderable
part in the New York of its ddy and gen-
eration,

At 721 Broadway, between Washington
place and Irving place, stood the old New
York Hotel, the second of its name. When
it was opened to patronage by 8. B. Monnot
in 1847 1t was thought to have been n has=-
ardous business venture to locats a large
hctel “so far up town” But the old New
York was destined to enjoy a long tenure
af prosperity. It became 4 favorite resort
for Southerners visiting the city, and so
remained down to and during the civil war,
so much so, In fart, that it was almost con-
stantly under surveillance by the Federal
authorities and under the watchful care of
the Becret Bervice.

There were times when it was supposed to
be “a nest of Copperheads” and on oc-
caslons of patriotic demonstration, as whan
the Seventh Regiment started for the front,
special police details were assigned there to
prevent poasible breach of the peace. The
property. after having passed through varl-
ous vicissitpdes incident to declining years,
was sold and tas dullding was demollshed In
1585. On the big commercial structurs which
supplanted jt is a bronze tahlet commemora-
tive of the past.

The Revere House, which stood at the
poutheast corner of Broadway and Houston
rirect, was closed within a year of the
dsmolition of the New York

Broadway Central Still Survives.

But we have passed a house which, theugh
1t eannot yet be classed among the hostelries
that are dead, nevertheless may not be
passed unnoticed In such a reminiscent
stroll. Om the west side of the street, at 671,
and nlmost opposite Bond street, i= the
Broadway Central. It I!s the only public
house we have yet encountered of which we
may speak in the presont rather than the
past tense. It s, in fact, the one and only
hotel now left on Broadway’s active service
Mt between the Battery and Fourteenth
street. On this site stood thia La Farge
House and afterward the Grand Central. It
was under the latter name that the hotel
artained a worldwide notoriety, in 1872, when
Coi. Jim Flak was shot and killed there by
Ned Stokes, az the result of Jedlousies In-
volving their attentions to Josie Munsfield.

As the Broadway Central the hotel In
more recent days has become a popular

and their leaders. Many &
has been planned within {ts wulls—and some
hive been compromised or called off from
there. When ths dashing Qhief Croker waa
at the head of the Fire Department he ooou-
pled apartments [n the Broadway OCentrak
Often at night ha leaped from his
response to the clanging of the bg
gong In hia room and leaped into his
red runabout, pulling on hia ocoat
driver rushed him up or down Broadway
breakneck spesd ‘The hotal was cofiven-
lently closs to Fire Department headquar-
ters in Great Jones streat

A Famous Readhoune.

At the southeast corner of Broadway and
Eighth strest the Blnalalr office bulding
fooms mloft to A height of twelva stories,
the Irving Natlonal Bank occupying the
ground floor. Thia is the site of the famous
old Sinclalr House, As long ago as 1840 a
roadhouss stood there which was celabrated
for its toothsome terrapin, its canvashack
durks, Its turtle soup, Ita oyster and tripe
stews, no less than for Its more plebalan
corned beef and cabbage. Fashlionabla New
York used to drive out there—Eighth streat
wns suburban in those days—for [ta gama
dinners, (ta champagne and Its mixed drinka,

It was not untll 1865 that the merry old
roadhouse was sold to Robert Sinclair and
became the Binclalr House. He sold it eight
yeara later to A, L. Ashman, under whose
management it more than maintained its
early favor, The establlshment became cele-
brated for the excellence of its culsine and
for its old vintage wines, Ome of it habit-
ual patrons was Sam Ward, famous gourmet
and bom vivan!, whose after dinner smila
plone was enough to confer fortune upon
any host. In memory of his old friend Mr.
Ashman made the "S8am Ward" steak one
of the most popular dishes on his varied
menu and 1t so0 continued until the hoteb
was cloged,

In the days when Grover Cleveland stilk
lived In Buffalo and had not yet become a
nationnl Agure he used to stop at the 8Bin-
clair often when In this city. In evidence
of his friendship for Ashman an autographed
pleture, taken when Mr, Cleveland was Gow
ernor of New York, jung in the privatsa of-
fice of the propristor, Hormce Greslsy and
Willlam Cullen Bryant, also personsl friends
of Mine Host, were often in his house and
their autographed portraits also graced his
walls. Marion Crawford passed much of his
time In that immedate vicinity, whersa he
lajd the scene of his novel Katherine Lou-
derdale,

The Binclair Houss on April 4, 1908, closed
ita doors mt midnight and the key was turned
for the first tme since the place was opened
more than half a century before. Morris
Kerr tad mixed wonderful drinks and had
won hosts of friends behind Its old bar for
thirty-elght yeara. Frank Morgan, the lunch
counter attendant, had entered service there
twe yvears ahead of Karr. With the excep-
tion of the Eastern, the Astor House, the
Broadway Central and tke 8t. Denls, the
Sinclalr waa the Iast of the famous old
downtown hotels to surrender,

Where the Chautaugua Idea Started.

The shell, or husk, of the Bt. Denls stil]
stands on its old time site at the southwest
corner of Elevenh street and Broadway, but
Its windows are grimy, !ts rooms and halls
are deserted. On Its exterior, since its sale
in 1817, great placards announce that altéra-
tions will be mades to sult the tenant. It, too,
doubtleas s destined !or stores and offices,
Ir: the dingy o0ld yellow shell, built In 1858,
there Is nothing to suggest the soul of the
St Denis, which has fled from It forever.
But it also for many years was Justly emi-
nent for Its culsine. Ita restaurnnt was
thronged in Its halycon days by high clasa,
discriminating patrona.

It was there the “Crautanqua |dea” was
concélved and incubated. The late Bishop
John H, Vincent, who dled at an old age
recently in Chicago, was the father of the
original Chautnuqua. Lewls Miller, a suc-
cessful business man of Akron, Ohlo, was
Its financial backer. They two used to meot
in New York, dine togetker in the Bt. Denla
and there discuss plans for the promotion of
thelr Chautauqua hobby,

Later In (ts long life tha St. Denis be-
camoe somewhat lesa exclustve, Under the
proprictorship of “Larry" Mulllgan it be-
cama the headquarters of the Tim Sullivan
clans of the East Side. But Its last man-
ager, for some mysterious reason, cherlshed
the idea that he might attain success at
the old stand by running the St. Denis as &
gtrictly prohibition house. He abolishad the
bar, saved his license chargs—and gave up
the ghost within a year. Then, as In the
case of the Astor House, ths doors Wers
olosed, the furniture, fittings and equipment
were sold and the St. Denls picked up its
bag of memories and checked out.

That brings the reminiscent ramblers to
the south side of Unlon Square, From there
onward opens the vista of another and later
galaxy of hotels that once wers great. We
cannot do them all justios in a single sunny
afternoon. So. if you are not bored or too
tHired, lot us agrea to meet right here at
Union Squars to resume next weak our
stroll through upper Broadway, with occa-
glonal detours Into the no longer sacred
precinets of Fifth avenue. Untll then,
au revoir! And let ns hope meantime that
In the Intervening seven days no additionai
perfectly good hotels may get the bow-
string!
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